


Demons and Pearls

by gothamslethalprotector



Category: Batman
Genre: Tragedy
Language: English
Characters: Bruce W./Batman
Status: Completed
Published: 2016-04-24 23:11:52
Updated: 2016-04-24 23:11:52
Packaged: 2016-04-25 22:59:11
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 570
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: everyone's heard the story of how batman became batman but this is my take on the story from the perspective of Martha Wayne. R&R





	Demons and Pearls

**okay unless you've been living under a rock, you have heard the tale of how batman became batman. but this is my take on it from Martha Wayne's perspective. do enjoy!**

* * *

><p>The door behind us slammed shut. Bruce had gotten scared and asked to leave and so Thomas convinced us that the alley out the side entrance was a shortcut to Alfred. Bruce laughed at something Thomas said and I smiled at seeing him happy. Rain began to fall as we walked further down the alley, making the ground wet and slick; especially in my heels.<p>

"Thomas, are you sure we couldn't just go through the front?" I asked as the rain fell harder and Bruce began to skip through the puddles. Thomas turned to me and was about to speak when Bruce stopped and I heard what sounded like a gun being cocked.

We looked ahead and what I saw chilled me to the bone. A man stood over Bruce with a gun drawn, his face shrouded in darkness. Bruce backed away into my legs and I held him close.

"Your wallet." the man said, gesturing to Thomas. My husband complied and the gun was pointed at me. "Now the pearls." My heart stopped and I froze. The man came closer and yanked away the cool pearls from my neck, snapping the chain. The pearls fell and echoed as they hit the puddles on the concrete. Bruce leaned closer to me, away from the man.

The man sneered and turned the gun on my husband in one swift motion. Everything froze as a shot rang out.

His chest exploded and Thomas fell, his blood staining the pavement. Bruce let out a sob and I looked up to see the pistol pointed at me. Pain registered in my mind as another deafening shot filled the alley.

The man fled and I fell, clutching my chest in pain. Bruce fell to his knees between me and Thomas, tears staining his cheeks.

He frantically shook Thomas. "Dad? Dad?" When Thomas didn't respond he turned to me. "Mom?" I desperately wanted to answer; to tell him something, anything. But I was just choking on the blood that filled my lungs and looked on helplessly as my son screamed into the night. He looked down at us again, tears still falling, but his face was emotionless.

"I will avenge you. Nothing will stand in my way. I promise." He whispered almost inaudibly.

I caught one more look at his face as he turned his gaze to me. Bruce's eyes were like steel. The happy boy I had seen not but minutes ago was non-existent. The innocent child I raised was replaced with demons. Demons I knew came from the twelve words he had spoken.

Finally, I heard sirens but I knew they were too late. Thomas was dead and I would be too within minutes. Bruce was too. In my heart I knew. Our deaths have destroyed our son, leaving only a shell. My body finally gave out and I struggled on my last breath, looking at the shell above me. Bruce was filled with demons. That much I knew. My only hope, as I struggle on my last breath, is that he uses hem, those demons in him, for good.

_The demons forged from the pearls of death; vengeance._

* * *

><p><strong>how was it? good; bad? please review below!<strong>


End file.
